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but to do their confessions at home. When I left Dal ton; she presented me with a little book, which she begged me not to read till I was quite away. It was called " Do you belong to the Hellfire Club ?" It was not an allegorical little book, but really and seriously asked the question, saying that, though not generally known, such a club really existed, where the most frightful mysteries were enacted, and that it was just within the bounds of possibility that I might secretly belong to it, and if so, &c., &c. A similar little book was once thrust into my hand by a lady at the top of St. James's Street.
On the 29th of October, 1866, we left England for Cannes, stopping on the way at Villefranche, that we might visit Ars, for the sake of its venerable Cure.
To MY SISTER.
"Nov. 1866. It was a pretty and peculiar drive to Ars : first wooded lanes, then high open country, from whence you descend abruptly upon the village, which, with its picturesque old church, and the handsome wooden one behind it, quite fills the little hollow in the hills. The village itself is almost made up of hotels for the pilgrims, but is picturesque at this season, with masses of golden vine falling over all the high walls. We left the carriage at the foot of the church steps, and ascended through a little square crowded with beggars, as in the time of the Cur^.1 The old church is exceedingly interesting. In the middle of the floor is the grave of the Cur6, once surrounded by a balustrade hung with immortelles, which are now in the room where he died. At the sides are all the little chapels he built at the different crises of his life, that of S. Philo-mene being quite filled with crutches, left by lame persons 1 Jean Baptiste Marie Vianney.